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sxTwuamcTioTs. 



READER .'—Qua word erie caotiouslj you tbrow 
■My lines aside, aad'ask^hatcritics say^ 
There are a few, and some does Rile¥ know. 
Who, 'till Reviewers laud, on Counten lay, 
£*en works of fancy down; — ^their brains they pa^ 
Poor defrence thus, yet did we term apply, 
To stupid aftt like this, theyM make display, 
Of all the fire that passion gives the eye, 
And thundering if they could, would call it all a lie. 

Yet what do ^Mse deserve? I but appeal 
'To common sense, of which you boast your shares 
Do men the Critic ask, how they should feel, 
When prospects please, or when they music hear ? 
Ask they Reviewers, when the pearly tear, 
Should glisten on the cheek, at tale of woe t 
Or when at merry jest, from ear to ear, 
Their mouths are ey^cl, would they to any ^, 
tAad say I laugh at tlue, you\>««X^% i%;«a^s«&\sss«V 



iv INTRODUCTION* 

Why ! thus it is, with works of fancy too, 

And there is fancy here, as you will find, 

The' truth perhaps has cast its sombre hue, 

O'er half the lines — 'The work is not design' J, 

For those who are so duU, so void of mind, 

As must the Critic ask, what think you here ? 

Oh ! let it be, if such your case, resign'd — 

Yet wonder not, should you in whisper hear, 

'' You sktiH liKe -others havH^— but elnpty 'tis we fear. 

Here let me add, that doubtless 'twill be said, 
As ofl it has, of brighter barda^ tis tine. 
Of some who had moreover as sane -a head, 
I have in all I write, myself in view. 
And gufTring woe to give my verse its hue, 
Have pity sought — small part of this is so, 
' { for amusement scrawl, as man^ do. 
And careless let my thoughts in numbers flow,— - 
Pity give those in want, let them its value know. 

These aspirations are my last — my pride,— 
For pride forsooth I I tliink I hear you say, 
Inspires me still, aye ! that I'll throw aside. 
When death shall bid it yield this form of clay— 
I but for that, to worms had been a prey, 
Or worse, to habits, that debase my kind — 
But be it pride in truth, or what it may, 
Which guides mine idle pen, that pen you'll find. 
Will to the hand of dealli, in triumph be resigned. 

ORMONI 



THE LiT 



OP THE 



liAST PIIi«RIinL 



X 

ITE found, like modt of Adam's fallen race, 

A pilgrimage ! is human life at best. 

Have seen as oft in frowns, as smiles the face, 

Of nature's 'midst our happiest wanderings dreat: 

Have prov'd a dream, is earthly bliss, a jesL 

My pilgrimage ! 'I will like others write. 

In verse, and let my rhymes at least attest. 

That though the flame, has not forsooth ! been bright^ 

^I sometimes at Apollo's shrine could tapers light. 

II. 

Well reader! on my pilgrimage with me — 
^I once (and in th' afiair was much to blame, 
"So said my foes at least,) had made too free. 
With Byron^s muse, and sought my share of fame^ 
'By coupling with his own, my humbler name. 
Not vanity in truth ! indiiced the act, 
And those who rail'd at meiyYiad &.o»fc^«i^^ccDR^ 
*Had they knowa how — ^But \]tf Ykurc^^fc'eX ^x^ ^6X«J 
As oft as envy prom}»t9— ^Tis <\u\Xe ^ ^€^ Vca^^sst 

1* 



THE LAV OF THE LAST* riLGRIM. 

an. 

^' As envy prompts,''' I've said, for tliat the splec^^ 
Fore*cr exciter of man*— to that we owe, 
What oft obscures hfe's fah^est, op'ning scene : 
Beneath its pahiy sway th' insidious foe, 
-Is sure to make his wt)CBe'then ccnvard blow— 
Ah ! blest are those, the happiest of their race. 
If such have ever hved, through life who go, 
And nought of evil can to envy trace, 
.bought trace to Calumny, thcct weapon df tlie base. 

IV. 

^y TVlomus ! not e'en Paganini's spar'd, 
•But by the X)e'il 'tis said was taught to play. 
Nay, some by envy madden'd, have declared. 
The man a Homicide, and frownhig say, 
Imprison'd long for this, he found the way, 
v(Not having there, sad rogue ! ought else to do,) 
To make the chords his wondrous touch obey. 
Thus sounds produc'd t' amaze the learned few, 
JVjad now by fiddling gets Ins fame, and fortune too- 

This by the Italian is in dudgeon ta'en, 
Who thus assaiPd, bemoans his cruel fate, 
Hopes that at length, when in the tomb he's laiq. 
His foes will spare the object of their hate, 
Forget he ever was at fiddling great. 
And there at least will let him calmly rest, — 
He doubtless laiows ere now, tfiis won't abate, 
■. tittle of their spite, and he liad )aest, 

ke of such caliuruucs. lik« oX\i^T £o\ks\\v& *^^tv 



..THE lAY OF T:6e LAfiT I'lLOAUI. II 

VI. 

.^lost thoughtless man! what! fortune you -and /fame. 

By almost magic sounds contrive to make ; 

Yet from malicious tongues exemption claim ? 

What ! cause fhe hearts of jealous foes to' quake, 

!Be paid in sohd pound«, for empty shake ! 

In breathless papture, listening thousands throw ! 

Yet think the envious no revenge will take. 

Nor vent their venom, as you draw your bow? 

It .proves you music may:, but jxot mankind can imaw. 

•511. 

9Be wise 1 on envy thrive, thie sole reward. 

That genius now'sso oft alio wM to chmn, 

•Whatever fotureages m9.y accord, 

Aye I let it fuel provo, and feed the flame, 

'Which gives you somethiDgmore than empty fame^ 

Nay, time it is in truth! that you should imow. 

The tigress robb'd of whelps, you'd sooner tame, 

JBy dulcet sounds, than one, mean, envious foe*^ 

X«et Calumny then give new ms^c to your how. 

'^et why repeat what has so oft been said? 
Things will in this respect, the same remain "; 
The envious wretch on malice must'be fed. 
With him of jcourse, *ti8 " cut and come again," 
And dulness'undisturb'^d would hold hcvr reign, 
-If mind could thus be crampt in'its career — 
'Complaint in "feet, evinces lack of brain : 
There are some dolts, by^ Phoebus I 1 co\jL<^«^^ 
'Would covet eVn th' igiplauae, cVswoft ^^ ^ 




8 TSE LAY OV THE LAST TILOAHtft* 

IX. 

But I will on, say others what they will. 
The world pursues, and ever must, its way ; 
Of venom'd breath, let Mahce hiss her fill, 
'Tis instinct prompts — The Vipers but obey, 
A compliment to merit thus they pay ; 
I'll still, and calmly too, my path pursue, 
Nor to correct the evil, vain essay ; 
The envious should the Fable keep in view. 
The statue was not -spoilt — ^the snail but chang'd 
hue. 

X. 

And tho^ it may'be ho affair of thine, 

Just now good reader, I the truth admit. 

Nor is complaint a part of my design, 

'Tis known ^U well, that few can calm submit;. 

To have a claim, for genius made or wit, 

By other folks, — ^yet think not now I jest, 

One who in critic's chair did scowhng sit, ' 

Has said my lay immoral was at best. 

My muse, in other words, was by the de^il possest* 

XL 

immoral ! — ^Momus ! what will next be said? 
I have been sorely puzzl'd I must say, 
And so have others been with dearer head, 
To find out what's immoral in my lay, 
If true, my labour's worse than thrown away : 
Most pure my motives were, as I could swear. 
And tfomefperhaps no compliment -woxM ^oiy^ 
Tet credit give my word- — such W[iaig«i\ioN?^^eT, 
e but^ Stoic could, with pTo^jei c%teiiie^*>oe^ 



Tn£ LAY OF tHE LAST PILGBIU^ f^ 

XII. 

And I am none — nay words had nearly us'd, 

71iat must most harshly sound to ears polite : 

But I refrain — He must not be abusM — 

This critic doubtless had 'gainst me no spite, 

And such became perhaps by conmion right, 

Outrageous that his o^vn dull verse was spurn'd, 

(For who is there that doggrel cannot wrj^e,) 

Against my humble muse his anger turned, 

And usM a sweeping phrase, he from reviews had leamM. 

xin. 

> 

Some in the scale ascend, as is depressed, 
(However done forsooth l) another's fame : 
Fame ! that^s so oft a bubble at the best, 
Is still of fallen man the constant aim, 
And those are bright, who best can black the name, 
Of aU who 'bove them rise^ too true indeed '! 
'Tis done, alas ! without one blush of shame. 
Some are depress'd, who merely write from need : 
The author's only damn'd, to let the critic feed. 

XIV. 

A few words more, ere I the theme dismiss: 
I've fame, like many more, as anxious sought, 
A bubble tho' it be, like earthly bliss — 
And oft from woe have inspiration caught — 
Have been of course inspir'd with the thought, 
I'd -be remember'd when I've past away — 
Gro, others ask, to frenzy nearly wrou«V\l^ 
What prompts a speech of houT» \exkgCia.\ xJtoss^'*^ ^'Ki % 
'Tis hope, ofdcathless fame— T\^^3l^lsY1Vxcv^L-^-t^'^^'^'*^^ 
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9T THE 



LAST PILOBIM. 



sBy the author of 
<*THE PILGRIMAGE OF ORMOND.^ 



*' From mighty wrongs to petty perfiJy, 
Have I not seen what human filings can do. 
From the loud ronr of foaming calumny, 
To the small whisper of the as paltry few*^ . 
:iVnd subtler venom of the reptile ci^1v?f'^— ^^Tf. 
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OTTROI^IJCTIOlf. 



READER!'— Que word ejne cajatioiiBly you ihrow 
■My lines aside, and'ask^vhatcrities saj-. 
There are a few, and some does Rilet know, 
IVho, 'till Reyiewers laud, on Counters lay. 
E'en works of fancy down; — ^their brains they pa^ 
Poor defrence thus, yet did we term i^ply» 
To stupid aftt like this, they'd make display, 
Of all the fire that passion gives the eye, 
And thund'ring if they could, would call it all a lie. 

Yet what do tiiese deserve ? I but appeal 
To common sense, of which you boast your diarei 
Do men the Critic ask, how they should feel, 
When prospects please, or When they music hear ? 
Ask they Reviewers, when tiie pearly teajjf, 
Should glisten on the cheek, at tale of woe? 
Or when at merry jest, from ear to ear, 
Their mouths are «fM, would they to any f|a, 
tAnd Bay I laugh at tlus, yo\i\)^s^.^^ wasQpoa>BDsw V 



iV IxVTRODUCTtON* 

Why ! tbas it is, with works of fancy too^ 

And there is fancy here, as you will find, 

The' truth perhaps has cast its sombre hue, 

(J'er half the lines — The work is not design'd, 

For those who are so dull, so void of mind. 

As must the Critic ask, what think you here ? 

Oh ! let it be, if such your case, resign'd— 

Yet wonder not, should you in whisper hear, 

^' You skuH like -others iiav«»--but efokpty 'tis we fear. ; 

Here let me add, that doubtless 'twill be said, 
As oft it has, of brighter barda> lis true, 
Of some who had moreover as sane*a head, 
I have in all I write, myself in view, 
Anii suffering woe to ^ive my verse its hue, 
Have pity sought — small part of this is so, 
' { for amusement scrawl, as many do, - 
And careless let my thoughts in numbers flow,— 
Pr^ give those in want, let them its value know. 

These aspirations &re my last — my pride,— 
For pride forsooth I I tliink I hear you say. 
Inspires me still, aye ! that I'll thro>v aside. 
When death shall bid it yield this form of clay-— 
I but for that, to worms had been a prey. 
Or worse, to habits, that debase my kind-— 
But be it pride in truth, or what it may. 
Which guides mine idle pen, that pen you'll find, 
Will to the hand of death, in triumph be resigned. 

ORMONIX 



\ 



THE LAT 



OP THS 



MjA»t piii«Rim« 



X 

I'VE found, like modt of Adam's fallen race, 

A pilgrimage ! is human life at best, 

Have seen as oft in frowns, as smiles the i^e. 

Of nature's 'midst our happiest wand'nngs dreat: 

Have prov'd a dream, is earthly bliss, a jesL 

My pilgrimage ! 'I will like others write. 

In verse, and let my rhymes at least attest. 

That though the flame, has not forsooth ! been bright, 

;! sometimes at Apollo's shrine could tapers light. 

11. 

Well reader ! on my pilgrimage with me — 
^I once (and in th' affair was much to blame, 
"So said my foes at least,) had made too free. 
With Byroh^s muse, and sought my share of fame^ 
'By coupling with his own, my humbler name. 
Not vanity in truth ! induced the act, 
And those who rail'd at m^ybad A.oueX^ei^?cx&ft^ 
^Had thej known how — ^But th* \wxic^EAe%X ^e^ ^\sv.^^^ 
As olt as envy prompt^'^'^^i^ quite ^ ^^^Waasr''^ ^^^'^"' 



THE LAV OF THE LAST* riLGRIM. 

^'' As envy prompts,''' I've said, for tliat the splccit, 
Fore'cr excites of man— to that we owe, 
What oft obscures hfe's fairest, op'ning scene : 
Beneath its paltry sway th' insidious foe, 
•Is sure to make his woebc' then ccnvard blow— 
Ah ! blest are those, the happiest of their race, 
If such have ever hved, through life who go, 
And nought of evil can to en\y trace, 
bought trace to Calumny, that weapon 6f tlie base. 

IT. 

^y TViomus ! not c'cn Paganini's spar'd, 
But by the De'il 'tis said vvas taught to play, 
Nay, some by envy madden'd, have declared, 
The man a Homicide, and frowning say, 
Imprison'd long for this, he found the way, 
v(Not having there, sad rogue ! ought else to do,) 
To make the chords his wondrous touch obey, 
Thus sounds produc'd t' amaze the learned few, 
jix^d now by fiddling gets lus fame, and fortune too. 

This by the Italian is in dudgeon ta'en, 
Who thus assaiPd, bemoans his cruel fate, 
Hopes that at length, when in the tomb he's lai% 
His foes will spare the object of tlieir hate, 
Forget he ever was at 'fiddling great, 
And there at least will let him calmly rest, — 
He doubtless Imows ere now, tliis won't abate, 
A. tittle of their spite, and he liad \iesV., 
"Ti^kc of such cxiiiurjiic?; like ol\x^i £o\ka.\\\& '^^^v 



.\TBE LAY OF TAe LA«T JPILORXU. H 

.5lost thoughtless man! what! fbftuneyou-snd.farae. 

By almost magic sounds contrive to make ; 

Yet from malicious tongues exemption claim ? 

What ! cause the hearts of jealous foes to' quake, 

Be paid in solid pounds, for empty shake ! 

In breathless papture, listening thousands tlirow ! 

Yet think the envious no revenge will take, 

Nor vent their venom, as you draw your bow ? 

It .proves you music jn&y, but .not .mankind can Jmow. 

rBe wise ! on envy thrive, the sole reward, 

That genius now's^o ofl allowM to chum, 

■'Whatever future ages may accord, 

Aye ! let it fuel prove, and feed the flame, 

Which gives you something more than empty fame 4 

Nay, time it is in truth! that you should l^now. 

The tigress robb'd of whelps, you'd sooner tame, 

'£y dulcet sounds, than one, mean, envious foe*— 

Xiet Calumny then give new ma[gic to your how. 

Tin. 

yet why repeat what has soofl been said? 
Things will in this respect, the same remain "; 
The envious wretch on malice musf be fed, 
With him of course, 'tis " cut and come again,** 
And dulness"undisturb''d wpuld hold her reign, 
If mind could thus be crampt inits career — 
'Complaint in '&ct, evinces lack of brain : 
There are some dolts, by Phoebus I 1 co\3i^ «SR^SK^ 
"Would covet e'en th' cipplause, cVowoa ^^^^«ft?i«ss^ 
>bear. 



8 TSE LAY OV THE LAST TliottTSK. 

IX. 

But I will on, say others what they will. 
The world pursues, and ever must, its way ; 
Of venom'd breath, let Malice hiss her fill, 
"'TIS instinct prompts — The Vipers but obey, 
A compliment to merit thus they pay ; 
1^11 still, and calmly too, my path pursue, 
Nor to correct the evil, vain essay ; 
The envious should the Fable keep in view. 
The statue was not -spoilt — ^the snail but chang^ 
hue. 

X. 

And tho* it may'betio affair of thine, 

Just now good reader, I the truth admit. 

Nor is complaint a part of my design, 

'Tis known ^U weU, that few can calm submit;. 

To have a cleum, for genius made or wit, 

By other folks, — ^yet think not now I jest, 

One who in critic's chair did scowhng sit, ' 

Has said my lay immoral was at best, 

My muse, in otlier words, was by the de^il possest 

XL 

immoral ! — ^Momus ! what will next be said? 
I have been sorely puzzPd I must say, 
And so have others been with clearer head, 
To find out what's immoral in my lay, 
If true, my labour's worse than thrown away : 
Most pure my motives were, as I could swear. 
And some j^erhaps no complimeiit^oxM'i^y^ 
Tet credit give my word- — such H[iaig,e\ioN?^''eT, 
IVone but^ Stoic could, with pioijei cftom^^*>»^ 



THE LAY OP tHE LAST PILGBIAt« f^ 

XII. 

And I am none — nay words had nearly us'd, 

TTliat must most harshly sound to ears polite : 

But I refrain — He must not be abusM — 

This critic doubtless had 'gainst me no spite^ 

And such became perhaps by conmion right, 

Outrageous that his own dull verse was spurn'd, 

(For who is there that doggrel cannot wri^e,) 

Against my humble muse his anger turnM, 

And us'd a sweeping phrase, he from reviews had leam'd. 

Some in the scale ascend, as is depressed, 
(However done forsooth l) another's fame : 
Fame ! that^s so oft a bubble at the best, 
Is still of fallen man the constant aim, 
And those are bright, who best can black the name, 
Of all who 'hove them rise^ too true indeed '! 
'Tis done, alas ! without one blush of shame. 
Some are depress'd, who merely write from need : 
The author's Duly damii'd, to let the critic feed. 

XIV. 

A few words more, ere I tlie theme dismiss : 
I've fame, like many more, as anxious sought, 
A bubble tho' it be, like earthly bliss — 
And oft from woe have inspiration caught — 
Have been of course inspir'd with the thought, 
I'd -be remember'd when I've past away — 
Go, others ask, to frenzy nearly wrou«V\l^ 
What prompts a speech of houT% \exkgi3fci\ ^^^""^ ^"^ n 
'Tis hope, ofdeathless fame— TYivi^^^VV^^^'^^'^'^'*'^'^^ 



10 rrHE LAY OF THE ^AST MLGRIM. 

XV. 

« 

Ambition 1 fame! ye meteors of a day! 
Ye bubbles blown by children six feet highl 
Poor fallen man's bewilder'd by your ray, 
Ye break and mock his o'er excited eye, 
And leave in mental gloom, the wretch to die- 
To die 1 oh no ! he by a line that bears 
The stamp of mind, may death itself defy, 
And immorfhlity full often shares, 
"With him, who in the search, has spent his fourw 
years. 

XVI. 

Thus, ^^ Millions for defence^ but not a cent 
**■ For trihute^^^ by a patriot sage was said. 
Who once to France upon a mission went. 
Whilst she 'neath tyrant mobs so oflen bled. 
And bands by women were to slaughter led ! 
That single line, immortal makes the sage, 
Who now is niunber'd with the mighty dead ; 
And native bards are proud t' adorn their page, 
With his bright words, who was, 'mongst worthies 
the age. 

XVII. 

And yet the honors worthy such a mind. 
He from his native State once sought in vain. 
By party spirit then, as often blind, 
■Such honors too as he could elsewhere gain! 
But this no theme for me, and I abstain ; 
Death since has set his seal : they'll soon know how 
T' appreciate worth like his: In higher fane 
He baa a niche^ and is fax liappVei now^ 
Tbaa if the crown of aU theearlYi eTixvc^^\vi^\stQP« 



THE LAY OP THE LAST TXE61tnt. 11 

XVIII. 

But for my {pilgrimage ! in truth 'tis time, 

I sometliing on that topic now should say, 

And not in mere reflections vent my rhyme» 

Which might e^en tedious make -a brighter lay ; 

I'll onwards go, relating whilst I may, 

Events that struck my fancy most, each bright, 

Or gloomy scene, depicting dark, or gay, 

jls it to me had seeinM, and as I write. 

Will let no favor prompt, be still less sway'd by spite* 

XIX. 

Come reader, quit with me the crowded mart. 
Where man's so oft a visor forc'd to wear. 
To scenes of nature turn, they'll mend thy heart. 
Nay even smooth perhaps thy brow of care ; 
Come with me then, one moment loiter where 
The works of nature admiration claim — 
To noblest minds such scenes su'e ever dear: * 
Poor artist I, yet must the Bard be tame. 
Who with his pen procures not e'en a painter's fame. 

XX, 

Oft *midst thy wildest scenes a summer's day, 

ViBGiNiA, have I pass'd in days gone by. 

Where nature's plastic hand a vast display 

Of wondrous works had made, such as defy, 

'*T would seem, Time's mouldering grasp: long hours 

have I, ' 
From haunts of men, there often stray'd, and sought. 
As from thy mountain heights, was cast mine eye, 
The inspiration ancient bards have cau^Ut^ 
There had my loftiest &gbX& — o& \ms&S^^ ^^^ ^ 

thought 



l!Z TUB LAY OF THE LAST PtLGRnt. 

XXL ^ 

There from a rock that o'erlooks the vale, 

I've once before desenbM, upon the scene^ 

I've gazM, could fancy I descried a sail, 

Upon the billowy, ail stupendous green, 

That lay beneath, like Ocean's waves I wcen^ 

Destin'd fore'er 'twould seem to be the same, 

No change, save in their hue is ever seen : 

An Epoch witli the flood at least they clahn, 

And look eternal, tho' they all from nothing cuoi?. 

XXII, 

Oh! that 'midst wilds like those, without one want. 

Save such as bounteous nature could supply, 

I could but pass my days-«-and cry avaunt. 

To all that smack'd of earthly vanity. 

There quiet live, and quite as tranquil die : 

Dispos'/i, whate'er had been my wrongs, to aid 

My fellow man, in woe and misery. 

And when my last, my greatest debt was paid. 

In one sad native spot, at peace fore'er be laid. 

XXIII. 

I love mankind no less, when thus I'd shun 
This worthless world, with all ks empty joys, 
And paltry strifes — and tho' I'd gladly run 
To desert wilds, to rid me of the noise. 
They make like children squabbling for their toys, 
I've scrv'd, and will again, my fellow man, 
But intercourse with him too oft destroys 
The best resolves, and but for lovely woman, 
A Ifennitage had been — not pVlghma^^uft^ '^«ll^ 
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XXIV. 

Aye jcara ago, long ere by Ui* hand of time, 

A single hair was blanch*d or furrow made — 

Vd sought, when I Parnassus heights would diinb. 

My inspiration in each tranquil glade, 

And to the Nine in cayes my courtship, paid ^ 

Aye, years long since I*d left the stage of life. 

Incog behind its scenes had laugliing staid. 

Had left it but for those who'rc fond of strife. 

And shunQ'd the ills with which each hour there is ri&. 

XXV. 

Then mountains were mine altars, by the bye, 
Where I have felt devout as some wlio pray 
In temples made with hands. I look*d on high, 
IVor askM for sacred thoughts the Sabbath day, 
Whilst I could on tlteir lofcy summits stray-— 
There rais'd 'bove earthly feeltngs of ifiy-kind. 
As oft of care like others made the prey, 
IVe sought, 'jnidst naturc*s rugged scenes to find, 
Fitwlace for tfaosecorcs that weigh upon>the niim.!. 

XXVI. 

Why mme was tioubi'd then, 1 do not know, 

*Twas of pontic temperameut ^ p^t» , « 

Perhaps. Anticipation of the woe 

IVe since endur'd— Yet thus is cleans'd the hean. 

And man made humble ihus^ attains tlie art, ' 

W forming worlds as bright, pj^-e brighter far 

Than. ours — This pointless mokes death^s thrrat'iila*^ 
dart, < . . . / 

3/aA'esJf©it>cssmiliiigdic,'on(ic\i-4 c>t"\«>^v^ ; 



«: 



V • 
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rTwas " passion's essenee !" wlncb done eaa give 

The highest inspiratioii to the race, 

Of fallen man, by which alone we live^ 

For future times, and soar above the base^ 

And paltry pleasures of dieerowd who chase 

The gaudy butterflies, that senseless mirtfi 

Pursues — *Tis that which oft ib lines we trace. 

Deep stampt upon the fiice soon after Birth, 

And gives the look that scarcely seems m truth of earths. 

XXVIIL 

He who^s possession on't, its worth has paidr 

Nay something more full oft-*-'tis all too tiue^ 

And gladly would it then aside be laid, 

If how the tortur'd owner only kncw^ x 

For 'tis a boon to but a chosen &w. 

Nay oft to these is but a gilded chain. 

They spite of smiles, the sad distinction rue, 

Wlych goads them on through life qm\^ mads the brayif* 

A true epitome perhaps of endless pain*- 



*TiB this sad essence wbic^ oft plunges deep, 
Its victim in the dread abyss of crime. 
Which ever places oft tfic dizzy steep. 
Of mad ambition, him who^d reckless cKmb, 
And makes him on the bloody stage the mune, 
^Whilst frenzy prompts,) the fiendlike part to play» 
Ai2€f carry havoc to some happier clime, 

F'orgetful quite poor insect of a daj% 

fe^utter^ but hie hour, aiidthftnxa>i«t v^^**^^'^' 
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^Tii diat, and often only that baa vrf M 
TOhe stem aacetic to tbe gloomy cave^ 
From which the ^ inpoater ofioe amaeg'd. 
Who* to the world for tmths his rarfuigB.gaTO« 
Oommiaaion'd as he said, lost man to saTe, * 
7o whom have milUnas bow'd, and nullioBS wSl 
Yet unborn, wonddp as a god, the knare. 
Who to his purpose thus, the fools could driD, 
Whilst Jadhj emptj hopes, thi^ earth with faaTOC filt 



Ajei thus h is, and to the end (^time, 
''Tis fear'd wiU be-'-and men who prate of mind^ 
Will at a moital*8 nod, plunge deep in crime, 
:Seemirat as slares in truth! to be designed. 
And on themselves the galling ftrtters bind^*-* ' * 
Y'es thus it is since sin began her reign. 
And men would bliss in other regions find. 
They mar in this— They words of truth disdlon, 
J&nd learn when but tod lale, *li8 sovght dsewherein 
^aiQ. 

XXXtL 

That essenoe too the bri^t enthusiast makes, . 
And value stamps on all he does or says : 
This urg^d, whilst Earth convulsed beneath him shakei^ 
The elder Pliny once to fix his gaze, 
On vast Vesuvius, 'midst its greatest lilaEe, 
And as *tie viewed with phikwophic eye. 
The mtvtyr there of science «nd« baft das^V * 
Xyoba wl^gt aufphfloriouft ni^xa Vq&I^ ^% 
Hejook'd on nature's th«oea^v««x»S^"mia»\^«»^^ 



16 TDB^At OF THE LAST VILORIM. 

XXXIIl. 

^Tis passion's essence too the ^* lire long night,^* 

When all around are wrapt in calm repose. 

Has made the anxious lorer watch the light. 

That from tiie half op'd casement dimly glo^vs,- 

Of her he loves, and tho^ perhaps he knows. 

Hid passion wiH olus! ne'er meet return. 

He thither lost to teason nightly goes. 

And whilst in torture, still his temples bum. 

As fond, as ftilseiy hopes, that fihc will cease Co spuro. 

xxxrv. 

^Tis passion's essence that ofl forces thos^. 

Who find alas ! that they but love in vain, 

(Whilst cruel fate, or friends as harsh oppose. ^ 

Their foad desires,) the poisoned cup to drain. 

And in tho tomb a refuge seek firom pain, 

Such as the finest, purest hearts but know. 

And then united are in death tlie twain. 

In whose soft breasts the passions fiercest glow, 

Aud what was jK>urce of bliss^— 4>ecomes a source of woe* 

XXXV. 

"^Tis passion's essence too, that to the grave. 
Of those, who once than li& were lov'd fiur more, 
Can force the sad bereaar'd. When death they crave^ 
And every fibie in their hesErTs deep core, 
Asunder's rent, by madd'mng anguish tore. 
And pangs, to whicli those of the rack were ease : 
'Language, ior agony like this were poor! . «. 

PaaSion I thy wors^l most fearful triumphs these ! 

'Tis man! heart broken ma]i\ \3'ul Vxuora^ >)Qba y^^ 
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X^XVI. 

By man, I mean mankind ; the fallen race. 
Of either sex this malady but know., 
To what sad cause soever the curse we trace, 
Convincing proof full oft, man's lot is'woe, 
Most maad'ning proof, that death is then a fo#; 
Aye! feeble woman ^as her fullest share 
Of gnef Hke this, that truly passeth show: 
Her passion's essence oft is but a tear, ' 

And some, that wrath too starts that pearly drop woulfi 
swean 

xxxvn. 

Yet e'en wiih this, if true, -no fault 111 find, 

Witli smiles, or tears, the heart of man she swayn, 

And ever will — ^He!8 Meat te both resigned, 

IrVho with a faithful one can pais his days ; 

She has wxtiiieither, such bewitching ways, ' ' 

That was my . time for gallantry not gone, 

I'd dedicate a canto to her praise.^ 

""But now perhaps 'twere wiser let alone, 

To bfighterhours at least, the task I must postpone. 

XXXVMI. 

Yet were it not indeed! an arduous task — 
•I would but suffer truth my pen to guide, 
J^et it my bruised heart to all unmask, 
And show its every throb: but I'm denied 
Such tc^ic now J and throw the pen aside.: 
For one, is even yet too great the theme, 
Who Love in farmer day«, had defi^^^ 
Who*8 bad bis share of life's exXsili^ di^^m^ 
And on wbose path no more Ao ra:^?. o^ i^^^-^i-sp.^tfi' 
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XXXIX. 

All this mayhap, is dccm'd sad idlcsse all : 
Th€ mind its impress takes fr©m day of gloom, 
And wintiy^ clouds, bland nature's sombrest pall, 
JEnshr§Md the sun, and me 'twould seem they doom. 
To pe»but sad, dull thoughts ! no longer bloom. 
The flowers that were opening yesterday : 
All wears a sable hue — I'll e'en resume 
'.Tiie story of my wand'rings whilst 1 may, 
And while as I am wont, such dreary thoughts away. 

XL, 

The mind full ofl its bliss:, or woe can make, 

And mine fyr this., has been severely drill'd : 

Wild thoughts, that did my soul with .passions shokq^ 

T Ve often Bilenc'd thus, if so I wiU'd, 

To solace suffering, man at length is skiird, 

\nd refuge seeks from vice, nay, from despair. « 

Thus drops, that from the heart have been distill'd^ 

Whilst eyes in sympathy refus'd a, tear, 

liavc told a tale of woe, that words could not declare 

XLI. 

ft 

Tis oft with prayV, sole refug6 lefl by woe, 
Which being has, to thrilling pages giVen, 
Whilst wretches who had else by mental throe. 
Too oflcn been to xitter madness driven. 
Have griefs forgot, nay, had their dreams of Heaven* 
Bui- J must on, for this is idlesse still, 
.And tlio* for such digressions Vm fotg^vxAv, 
Ojicc more my gloomy rause\ once vaox^ W-^^ 
'But. at (lescri^nng scenes, not ?ee\w^\£^, ^^ '^^T ^^^ 
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XLII. 

\-ll e*en cssaj^ again to plaj mj part, 

As all on life's perplexing stage must do« 

Who would not show, how crushed by griers the heart,. 

Which even woe should not, must not subdue ; 

r 

' It breaks, but bends not, save t* a chosen few— ^ 
Nay, but too oft alas ! can bend to none, 
For ah ! it is indeed ! as sad, as true ! 
When most we need them, bosom friends are gone. 
And man must smile abroad, heart broken, sigh alone^ 

xun. 

Aye ! weep, and sigh, as all should do, alone, 
Who would not have the heartless mock their woe, 
Each mortal deems most dreary is his own, 

Till with reality his cup overflow. 
And he the difference then is made to know. 
Between his fancied ills, and those which whelm 
The soul in bitterness, that passeth show,. 
When tortured reason quits perhaps the helm, 

jLnd mall's fit subject made, for Horror's darkest realm. 

XLiV. 

Where neither sighs, nor tears, the wretch relieve, 
Accumulated woe, on woe, is there. 
If we but as some gloomy souls beUeve, 
Who seem t' exult that wret(ihes may despair! 
But this just now, is not mine own affair, 
I'll not to such for comfort ever go, 
Naj, will I add, tfao' Bigots at \iu& cibdXft^ 
That somCf aje! but too many, «eeniXoVsioNR^ . 
»3fo road to future bliss, aave tbxtf xivt «^^^ ^"^ ''^^ 
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XLV 



I 



XLVl. 

Here on this elevatecl ground, -with me, ! 

<irood reader ! may it please thee, stand — Lo ! thcrcl 
•Great Shenandoah bursts, as like a sea, 
By Tempests rous'd, it rushes on — aiid here! 
As fierc* Potomac boils ! their roar we hear. 
As each essays, 'twould seem, to get ahead. 
And foaming, swell and rage, as if they'd tear 
Yon rocky mass from its primeval bed. 
£ee ! how they seem to spurn jcach spot, o^Qf wLidi 
they've sped-! 

XLVII. 

Yon beaiiteous "vale was once, so sages say. 

Who causes by th' effect, -so often trace, 

A wat'ry waste, until these streams a way 

Found o'er yon height, and to its yerj base, 

The mountain tore, in their impetuous race. 

Rocks, Earth, and Txees, there in confusion threw. 

And gave to Savage mail, the desert places— 

A wilderness no more lies 'neath tJiy view. 

The scene's by culture Chang'd, lo ! golden is its buii 

XLVIH. 

*€oritraSt with this all wild and rugged spot, 
The varied, mellow'd tints, that woo thy gaze; 
Behold yon smiling fields, each ^sut^&WL cox., 
JTon thread-like streams that^voItA^c«wI ^^^vwi^^vj 
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How beauteous is the view — as from the rays 
Of setting sun, soft shadowM is the vale 1 
Here bounteous Ceres all her stores displays, 
There dow ten thousand flowers scent the gale, 
Where -savages were wont their light canoes to sail.' 

XLIX. 

Jlirs rough and rocky here ! how calm below ! 
An emblem is«of life ih"* entire scene!— r 
There thundering o'er the rocks, the water's go^ 
The vale there blooms, where once a sea has been. 
Regard \ and wisdom from the prospect glean, 
Let thy imagination take its flight, 
(To less, effect it often has I ween,) . 
Can'st thou conceive a drop to gain yon height, 
Und through a Assure, lead the flood in all its might? 

L. 

Here thou may^st give imagination rein. 

Yet if ambitious, take wise lessons here ; 

Thou art in thy Creator's sight as vain« 

As that once sparkfing drop, yet thou wouldst dare. 

To scan his ways: ah! rather ask thou where, 

The countless myriads that have pass'd away, 

Of thine own race, e^en Ske that drop!— declare? 

Where wilt thou be, when eads tliinc insect day? 

IVilt thou be more estcem'd than last night's lunar ray? 

LI. 

3h1 who that on bright scenes like this can gaze, 
Vl'^hilst yon dense mass of clouda \i\a\. %Vc«\. >\\^ ^^^\^ 
ilamim'd are by those aoft ling'Tm^ tt^-ya* 
Vbo'lify he hod eatceimd a dxeooi^it^pft.^ 
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But humbly bows, and hopes ** what is, is best.^ 
When he beholds the smiling val6 below, 
A waste of waters once, His power attest. 
Who bade these swoUcn streams to ocean flow, 
And made a trifling drop, perhaps jon passage ah 

m 

Humiliating thought 1 mere worm m man! 
Who y^ e'en dares to scan th* Almightj's vnyi^ 
PresumpCuoiisly would ask, * where these began/ 
Not awe-struck bj the wonders be sonreys, 
Unmov'd peiliaps, can idly on them gaze. 
Here Atheist, if thou'rt one, be aw^d fore'er. 
And as the sun yon summit gilds with rays. 
Kind Nature's voice, tho' but in whisper, hear* 
** There is in truth a God! his Wcuks prpclaim Uk 
Jierei'* 

LHI. 

Survey such scenes poor worm ! and let thy pride. 
Thy pride of intellect, by which so high. 
Thou deem'st thyself now rais*d, be thrown aside. 
With each presiunpCuous thought— extend thine eye 
From rocks which here, in nigged grandeur lie. 
To shadows traced, o'^r yonder smiling plain, 
The being of God then dare deny: 
For if such prospects meet thy view in vain, 
Thou'rt something worse^ ^s! than wretdied ani 
insane. 

LIV. 

Aij^ what compared to these^ the ^ocV&fi( maa&'V 
WAat aculptur^d msM»^ «|ldtb^c^nB«\M ixou^^ 
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bat the vast arch that does the river span? 

ty all the glories Rome once calVd her own, 

»w by destruction doomM to be overthrown ? 

'e ! what are these, and all the piles of art« 

lie world e'er saw, compared to nature's throne, 

[idst scenes like these? ask thou vain man thy heart, 

id it will say to thee, that chance had here no part. 



LV. 

waterftn in &ct, first made me feel 

ine insignificance— a smaD one too, 

was, and not Niagara* where we reel, 

ilf dizzy made bj th' all stupendous view, 

I mists bright colour*d with the rainbow's hue — 

3 surely who that cataract has seen, 

'o which I'll give a canto soon, or two,) 

)t d6ubts th' existence of a God, I ween, 

ill not converted bC) by any other scene. 

LVI. 

eH next the Site a transient visit pay, 

liere &nX the seCtlen fiz'd in days of yore—- 

ihM this onee dieir Town! but where are they, 

IT fnlgrim^nres, who aoaf^ this distant shore? , 

as ! theirplaoes know them now no more, 

lieir tombs, this ivy cover'd pile attest, 

liat life's lad, fitfiil dream* with tliem is o'er: 

Dt e'en the fwaUow Aere now boiUs her nest, 

iNB owl maj boot in vaiD—itaotdMlwbs their rest 

• r^mk word OmMMdamM^Mtj fB^ "^ '^'^^ 
ioaiom^dm metre. *'Nimgrm^ now .— ^dOBM «lDm%n»V«A 

ywroitievtbanclenngepltfiet. . 
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LVII. 

Tlic creeping vine wliich mantles o'er the pile. 
And nearly liides the structure frona our new, 
As it deep shadowf too, the grass groirn aisle. 
And to the mouldering arcli imparts its hue. 
Coeval is with yon o'erspreading yew, 
And is in keeping with the sombre scene : 
But where the hands that did these marbles hew? 
Where now the feet that tripp'd o'er yonder green ? 
All, all have passM away, as if they isc'er had beeiv 

LVIII. 

High, ardent spirits those ! who hither came, 
And dar'df 'midst wilds, the wilder savage brave, 
A passing tribute, from tlie Bard they claim ! 
One pensive sigh, from Beauty's lips would crave, 
And one bright tear, might glisten on each grave, 
Of those. stern pioneers in Freedom's van. 
Who braving dangers on the stormy wave. 
The structure of the lioliest fane began, 

Th£^t e'er was raised to truth, and Jto the rights of mai« 

• ■ • > 

LIX. 

Giants were tlicy indeed of mighty nioiild ! * 
•Vho sought a refuge in this newer sphere,' 
.Vhich tyranny denied them jn th(j old, 
Nor vainly sought : (hey find it surely there. 
There they now sleep, nor know an eartlily care.* ' * 
Where's now the s^trit thW'uncohqiiVd led. 
Those men of sterling wor^, from hojues so dear 

^ ^bjoelh 'otficr breasts — or^s ^^ boVj fe» J^aa.^'X 
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LX. 

# * • « * .« « 

LXL 

And those \d]d tribes! Monacans ! where are they? 

The Manahoacs and Powhatans where ? 

These with the other tribes have pass'd away. 

Nor left a single trace that they were here, 

Save yonder Mound ! which may perhaps declare. 

If not yet dust their bones, that there they lie, 

And earth in common with their victors share : 

Extinct their race, or sent elsewhere to die, 

Whilst for their "father-land," their offspring vainly si^h» 

LXII. 

liOng since th* inventions have of man refin'd. 
And civiliz'd, some millions of the race, 
Of Adam's sons, but for the wilds design'd. 
Quite driven hence, and aits that most debase, 
The Savage 'midst his woods, wholly the chase. 
Was taught to hve, have their sa^l victims found. 
Here ! let Refinement hide in shame her face ! 
She has not spar'd this sacred spot of ground! 
The plough has been at work, and corn wave? o'er the 
mound ! 

LXIII. 

Here I might moralize, aye ! for hours here, 

Nor would the time thus past, be spqnt in vain, 

I might for th' Indian's wrongs invoke the tear, 

To heartfelt indignation yield the rein. 

And to their cruel fate devote the strain — 

But I the task to loftier bards resign, 

On whom the Muse a brighter smile may deign. 

High themes like that, no part oj my i^v:^\^\\^ ^ 

^orepeaceM topics now, aUumU^i ^U^\sv\i^xd\\v^. 
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LXIV. 

Yet who are these, that with expanded chest 

And lofty mien, in silence pass this way t 

Their tawny hue's of Indian blood the test, 

Whilst their proud steps the Freeman still display, 

In stature like to him, who Poets say. 

Lord of the lyre was, and th' unerring bow. 

Lo ! at the mound they halt, and homage pay.— • 

In attitude of grief, disdaining show. 

They moau arouiid its base, their only sign of woe. 

LXV. 

Their father's sacred bones were buri'd here, 
When all the Western World was theirs by right : 
Who can behold the looks deep stan^t with care, 
Of this sad remnant of a Nation's might, 
And find no tear of pity dim the sight ? 
But list ! the elder ChiePs about to speak. 
Behold his eye! lit up with ray of light, 
That mocks indeed 1 his care worn, furrow'd cheek, 
Yet seems to say, on foes he still could vengeance 
wreak. 

THE INDIAN CHIEF'S ADDRESS. 

** Brothers ! my heart is full, aye ! ftill of grief ! 
I could become a woman in my woe, 
And Jike her seek perhaps, in tears relief. 
But tcarn from aged eyes, should cease to flow, 
And Tallapoosa's sun, as you all know. 
Sinks in the West and is no longer bright — 
^Tjs time indeed ! it showed now cease to glow, 
/Ve Im'\l too Jong — and lliisiaWx «k «\^\, 
To blast mc ns is oft the Fiue w'lthXx^xtivmsg^XKMgp^ 
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**What ! could the Whites not even spare, 

A spot like this, that's set aside for woe ? 

Would they have watered with the Indian's tear, 

The crops that o'er our graves luxuriant grow % 

Brothers ! my heatt is full, to overflow, 

Yet from my head, I'd tear mine aged eyes, 

Did they one mark of woman's weakness show — 

We may fhe Whites tho' victors still despise : 

Kieir love of gold did this — we cannot feel surprise^ 

** Brothers ! to our " Father land*' no longer knowiia 

We still like Freemen can our lot deploie, 

The -distant wild is still the Indian's own, 

Altho^ a dreary path we'll travel o'er. 

And I shall see this sacred spot no more; ^ 

This insult with the rest we calm must bear : 

Of one thing may our injured tribes be sure, 

Some future foe will have his triumph here. 

And o'er our conq'ror's graves, as savage pass the share. 

*' Yes gold ! the White man's only God, will yet 
Promote the Indian's cause — our race will see, 
(Nor let them Talapoosa's words forget. 
Who in the land of Spirits then will be, 
And from such sights as this, forever free,) 
Our race will yet behold, tho' scatter'd far, 
Revenge for this will take our Deity, 
And on our cruel foes indignant war : 
I like-the Raven snuff the smell of blood afar.'^'' 

LXVI. 

The I«dian pauses, and with solemn pace, 
Now quits the sacred mound : his haughty ey« 
Is Bx^d on this sad remnant o^\\\a \vx«:,^^ 
And casting tbea submissive IooVl^ ou\v\^^ 
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Appeal to Heaven he makes, with heartfelt sigh— 
His plume of feathers fluttVing in the wind. 
The lead he takes — No falt'ring we espy : 
Like one to life, or death, or woe, resign'd. 
Yon Chief an emblem is, of free, unfetter M Mind* 

LXVIL 
And here Las Casas I Vd a tribute pay 
To thee, the Indian's earhest, firmest friend! 
For such thou'st prov'd thyself, when ^neath the swsjif 
Of Tyrants, nations groaned, and thou didst lend 
Tliine energies, nay, in their service spend" 
Thy spotless hfe — ^Yet thou too hadst thy foes. 
Who would, (as vain as vile, the charge,) contend. 
Thou sought'st to sliield their race from slavish blbw^ 
iTet mad'st the dusky Moor partaker of their woe«. 

LXVIIL 

tJpon tlie face of this most senseless tale, 

Its refutation is — ^but ah 1 fore'er. 

Will Virtue have its foes — nay, so oft fail • 

To meet its due reward, its triumph here. 

That Earth scarce seems in^nth ! its proper sphere. 

He, who man^s selfish views would stern oppose, 

Or from the hypocrite his mantle tear. 

Will make for every friend, a thousand foes, 

Aye ! bitter one's forsooth f as but too oft he knows* 

LXIX. 

But thoul Las Casasi askM not man's applause. 
Far higher hopes, far nobler views were thine !-— 
For him who spends his i^e in tlieir sad cause, 
Who toil 'neath burning suns, or still worse, pime 
Within the precincts of the loathsome mine, 
£arth scarcely hSLS an adequeite Te\»axd— 
3^0 thee will Heaven, its rccompeaa^ aa%\^^ 
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^Whilst here, a humble Bard would glad record, 
The praise thy paltry foes had not the soul t' awards 

X.XX. 

Yes all who revVence virtue owe to thee, 

A sim'lar debt, and proudly should eftacc, 

'This stain upon thy name, not 'let it be, 

JL bye word for the wretches of thy race, 

'Who to their groy'ling level worth debase : 

Alas ! we find in life's oft desert way, 

Not many -flow'ry spots — so seldom trace 

Amidst the gloom, one such bright, cheering ray, 

We well may pause at this, and heartfelt homage pa^:, 

XXXI. 

'Cold IS 'his heart, ah ! how much worse than cold? 
Who would not gladly rescue worth like thine, 
From blot so foul, or calmly hear it told. 
That sanctioned was by thee the vile design — 
For thee our proudest wreath we'd now entwine, 
For thee, thoa friend of man ! his equal Jthere, 
Who godhke sought the depths where wretches pine. 
And taught of Heaven^essay'd to make this sphere, 
A scene of bliss again — ^need I name Howard here^ 

Lxxn. 

Jt is to names ~nke these, that faHen man, 
Maif look and hope, that he's not lost forever. 
That from his race, will by degrees the ban 
For sin be ta'en, and bliss once more this sphere 
Bright purified from stain, her own declare : 
Aye ! names like these, as Pharos o'er the main, 
iln lofty grandeur 'midst the waste a\)^ari^ 
Still destined as our Beacons to Tera^w^ 
itmf point us to the time, vrben ytacft fex^^ ^t ^^^ w^ 

.3* 
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Lxxin. 

My words ** may look and hope," I here tepeat^ 
•Good reader as you see, mayhap you'd heaf 
My reasons too, tho' not in Cynic's seat 
You are-^Had I a name inserted tliere, 
The Sacred Name of One who from despair, 
The wretched sinner saves, and depths of woe, 
I had not said may hc(pe^ but with the tear 
Of gratitude, had said ky faith may know^ 
That he's not lost fore'er, term'd Infidel or no. 

liXXIV. 

What should we be without high mark like this, 
By which when tempest tost, our course we steer f 
Such go(Jl^emen with Christ stiU point to bliss, 
■r^.^^ And whispov p§ace to him who'd else despair, 
^ Say with their God, " thy load in patience bear, 
And would'st thou happiness hereafter gain, 
First humbly seek to make thy Heaven here ;" 
Not infidelity dictates this strain, 
Xf such 'tis deem'd, I must sad Infidel remain. 

LXXV, 

Beligion! Deity's bright handmaid ! thoa! 
Whose smiles alone assuage the wretch's woo, 
And ease the thousand ills, that stamp the brow 
Of fallen man, t' himself the greatest foe. 
Whilst passitxn's slave, to thee we'd ever go, 
Wert thou not made so oft alas ! to frown, 
80 sterniy too, — Toi 'tis to thee we owe, 
£lacb Godlike deed^ thiue in&ienc^ \a\\vtowu^ 
'O'lsrcF^qr Wytof those^ ytVxq^ \\xqu\x^X ntfA&^u^ «5 
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LXXVI. 

XncI ^t how oft hast thoa been made to fright 

£*eii from propriety ! our wretched race ! 

How oft been made the opening flow''r to bhght, 

Q^hat innocence had cuUM, and stampt the face, • 

With horror's fearftil hncs 1 Oh ! God ! we trace. 

To sad, and most mistaken yiews of thee, 

7he withVing fears that th^ human mind debase : 

What marvel ! men Retigion shun, who see. 

That tha' her smiles be blis^ — her frown's Insanity) 

LXXVII- 

-I once have passed, with hundreds of my race. 
Amidst the mountain wilds a Sabbath day: 
The young, and old, had sought the silent place. 
Pit spot for those, to Nature's God, who pray : 
Th' umbrageous woods and rocks, shut out the ray 
Of Noonday sun — Thither fi-om miles around, 
A crowd of either sex, had found their way, 
On horse, or foot, they'd else not reach'd the ground. 
So much in largest masses, did the rocks abound* 

LXXVIII. 

There came, the youthful maid with blooming face, 
The wrinkl'd matron there, and men with age 
"Bow'd down-^and tho' a smile we'd sometimes trace, 
All nearly seem'd as grave, as was the Sage, 
Who gave instruction from the sacred page ; 
Two, each in turn, th' inspir'd volume read. 
And briefly lectur'd frt>m a rustic stage, * 
For pulpit meant, erected in its steady 

'beneath the shade of vm^s, Nvloiofii^ \AU^^x^%\^^ 
I — 1 

JBOMfc 
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LXXIX. 

A third cemmeRced, upon whose visage Time, 
Had sternly starapt, the lapse of three score years. 
His themes, the fall of man, th' abyss of cnme, 
An outrag'd God, whom man by sinning dares : 
On these >he dwelt, whilst neither sex he spares. 
And many of the flock both old and young. 
By sad reflections wrung, disolv'd in tears : 
Their heads, some blooming ones most pensive hung, 
And awe struck on the earth, one wretch himself had 
flung. 

xxxx. 

CTpon the young he chiefly turn'd his eyes. 

And lectured most ! 'twas strange ! the beauteous €edr, 

Whose well adjusted dress of various dies, 

Wild flowers freshly cull'd, and braided iiair, 

Evinc'd that thoughts of Earth hadiiad their share. 

When thus they'd deck'd themselves — The Preacher's 

look. 
And smile, for such his features seem'd to wear. 
Was mystery to me — ^his hand he shook, 
Oil at the youths, who glances at each other took. 

I.XXXI. 

^* Aye ! ye haye deck'd yourselves ye slaves of sin r* 
At length he said, ^^ Yet hither came to pray. 
Ye doubtless thought ye here might lovers win. 
No pin was placed, I'll- venture now to say, 
^Till in the glass ye did each fold survey. 
Say I how will ye be decked when opes the tomb 2 
Where all your flowers on thai fear^ day t 
Where all your beauty theul where lVi«ti'jo\w\AsKsa^ 
W&en will fore^ev be fixM yoai aad^ aaifcosi^wom'^ 
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he continued in this gloomy strain, 

)ng in truth ! it eeem'd at least to those, 

know its sad result upon the brain, 

»or bewildered man, bow'd down' by woios 

! Adam's fiifl-— 'Twas plain he would not gloze^ 

sinner to his peace— One might detect, 

;rtain signs, as he more ardent grows, 

^on at the sermon'« 4nBidl effect : 

all would shii^k and rave, he (Md no doirik eifedU 

IxXXXm. 

ike,^ he shouted now, " Ye fools ! who sleep I 

limb'^rers o'er th' abyss ! awake ! arise ! 

ivenging Angel soon the Earth will reap, 

loavailing then the tears, the sighs, 

ch sad wretch who tmrepentc^t dies; 

: ! sleep ye still 1 Yon cloud to you will tefl, 

is Ged's messenger, there, turn your eyes, 

1 bid you break, sin's worse than death like spe^ 

I say that ye now slumber on the verge of hell* 

Lxxxnr. 

3 ! look, and ye ! ye gidcjy ones J may grin^ 
St ! oh ! Sons -of Mammon ! for I say, 
soon my voice will 'midst the thunder's din, 
St, my solemn warning tbrown away — 
beed the words of truth, whilst yet ye may ; 
cloud is distant still, ye fondly tliink, 
some perhaps believe, no judgment day 
e'er anrve — 'Tis thus, supViie ^e ««^b.. 



LXXXV. 

*rhe eyes of all were turned, from him who spokei 
To the small cloud to which he pointed then, 
Some thoughtless ones had smiled, the elder folk^ 
(A few there were of three score years and ten,) 
ReprovM with frowning looks, the younger men ; 
The Preacher still held forth, but kept his eye. 
Oil on the cloud, which fast approiach'd the gkn^ 
And soon in sombrest mUsses hid the sky, 
Whilst through th' overshadowing trees,^the winds bega 
to sigh* 

LXXXVt. 

*' Aye ! from this tempest, mortals ! ye can hide, 
He thundered forth, as he the crowd survey'd, 
Whilst rtiany of the flock Responsive sighM« 
And there was more than one sad trembling nl^dj 
As he continued thus — "Ye're all afraid, 
To meet e'en storm like this, tho' ye may hid 
To yon vast oak, find shelter 'neath its shade : 
But oh ! when's roH'd up as a scroll the sky, 
Where will ye sinners 1 skulk, from God^3 all seeing cyl 

LXXXVII. 

" What will ye, when before assembled worlds, 
Your secret -crimes, each hidden, horrid thought, 
To light is brought, and you, in wrath he hurls. 
Forever from his sight ? oh ! is there nought. 
Can rouse you fron your sleep *? will ye be caught 
In Satan's snares, who'll triumph in your fall ? * 

What will je, wretches ! when to frenzy wrou^t, 
Bjr recollection of your sins, ye aVi 
On ro^€ and hills to hide you &om\na i^x^w^^ 
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LXXXVIIL 

* Aye ! call and shriek in vain, the mountains may 
B^en quake, the rocks be rent in twain. 
They will but each vile skulking wretch betray, 
Tho* 'neath the load for ages he hath lain-r- 
Vo longer then, God's pardoning grace disdain ; 
^buD, whilst you may, the regions of despair, 
^mental anguish, and eternal pain : 
^h! shun that fearful, dreary region, where 
rj)e wretch is maddenM most, who*d raise hia soul in 
prayer. 

LXXXIX. 

Soul tort'ring thought ! can aught here equal this 5 
/an aught surpass it in those regions, where 
le who had known in innocence the bhss, 
^f blest communion with his God m prayer, 
^'address that outrag'd God, no longer dare ? 
>h ! shun ere 'tis too late, that region shun, 
inhere God is not, where frenzy reigns fore'er, 
. world of uiter darkness, where no Sun, 
an e'er arise upon the wretched and undone." 

XC. 

flash of vivid light, as thus he spoke, 
urst froH) the cloud, depriving all of sight— » 
Ve heard its crash, as on the giant oak 
; fell, and level'd with the dust its might — 
; ow'd to thrice told centuries its height, 
nd seemM reserv'd by Time but ip this way, 
'o show his power, who with Electric hght, 
>'^r works of Nature, or of A.rt,\i\a s>\«^^ ^ 
m bjr the iiumblest mecms, to talCL^ii xQ»si ^«^^- 
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XCF. 

A peal now shook the Earth, nay seemed to speak ! 
The Preacher paused, as well indeed he might ; 
Himself a sinner too, if by the cheek. 
And hagard eye, tho' short time since so bright^ 
He now were judg'd — sad emblems of affright, 
The females were ; the Preacher trembled too. 
Bewildered seemed<«^A mass as dark as night. 
Thick shrouded all the glen : there were but few, 
i^fot shocking sinners there, if judg'd but b^ their hoe^ 

XCII. 

But 'gainst such mode of judging I protest, 

As one sad sinner there, the greatest too, 

Perhaps by far, however bad the rest. 

Nor trembl'd then, nor chang'd at all his hue ? 

Here let me whisper but a word or two, 

On honor Reader not myself I mean, 

Tho' not in truth ! amongst the chogen few, 

I was not worse than other folks J ween, 

Who witness'd on that stormy day the troubled scene« 

XCIIL 

But to resume ! — the scene to me was new, 
I never had before such tempest seen, 
Amongst the wilds, nor clouds of such a hue, 
Tho' 'midst the mountains I had often been^ 
And as tho' Pilgrim, I contrive to glean, 
A varied scene or two, from every source, 
Protected from its force, (the storm's I mean,) 
/ could but smile to hear one shout till hoarse, 
^'The De'iltbe hindn3.osttake;to\vQisft\ ^oq^^q'^'^W 
horse /" 
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XCIV. 

To horse it was 'ifaith ! they scamper'd all, 

EaobseemM resolvM he would not be the last, 

Nor waited then to hear a second call : 

All on their steeds were set, wild looks were cast 

Behind, and some few as by me they past. 

And saw one with me seated 'neath a rock, 

Scarce much disposM to move, looked all aghast, 

Thought us no doubt the lost sheep of the flock, 

m&j formed a wish perhaps, that would a Heathen shocks 

xcv. 

This disposition is by most possest, 
Of deeming other folks to sin a prey, 
Each of himself with good opinion blest, 
Thinks he'll of course to heav^en find the way, 
Whilst may, perhaps, he d — d his fellow clay: 
'T would seem as if these had alone parta'en. 
Of that blest sun which throws on all its ray, 
Yet of the heart, and brain, a sight obtain. 
You'll find materials ofl, in each to make a Cain« 

XCVL 

This 'twill be said is no affair of mine, 
£ach doubtless for himself the heart must cleanse, 
Aware how hard this is, 'tis no design ; 

Of mine to point the way, I've easier ends 
In view, and leave such tasks for abler pens, 
Than I possess — No homilies I'll write, 
Alas ! who tries it oft the world offends, 
And's rated with La Mancha's errant Knight, 
Who did, to prove his prowess, oiv^i^ ^vOa ^m^sssS^ 
£ght. 

4 
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XCVII. 

Yet look I prithee in tliy glass mean while. 
Those lines I were they in truth! all made by time? 
Or does not conscience say, (tho* thou may'st smile,) 
That some sad furrows there, were trac'd by cnme t 
If thou dost angry get, and spurn my rhyme. 
Regard, instead of thine, thy neighbour's face. 
The task is easier now — There*s one who'd climb, 
M ost recklessly ! and thou may'st smiling trace. 
The lines that prove he deems no means for this to< 
base. 

xcvin. 

Alas ! the mirror ! what reflections there ! 
What villain changes hi't we daily see ! 
His features long unseen, man e'en would swear. 
Could scarce be his, would sigh, ** it ne*er can be, 
That Time, or Care, has made such change in me,'* 
But ah ! what changes in the heart mean while. 
Were it but scrutiniz'd as faithfully I 
Tho' ye who still have blooming cheeks may smile. 
The face is vilely chang'd — ^the heart's oft ihxke/^ 
vile! 

XCIX. 

This not more pitious is forsooth ! than true. 
So from such mirrors with disgust we turn. 
Nor of our hearts e'er take a second view. 
Lest by the fearful sight too much we learn. 
And must ourselves at last indignant spurn. 
Time woeful furrows makes, but by the mass ! 
Hid works e'en after all we lui^ht not mourn. 
If he but marking Visages, wo\i\d ^«.%^ 
And not the deuce too ][>lay , ^v\X\\ Vl^xtawl\^^«t^ft^^« 
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c. 

But wild digression tkis ! — 'Twos here I met 
Once more, the Wanderer, of whom I've made 
Some mention, if the reader don't forget, 
Tho* where« it matters not — He, *neath the shade^ 
Of a projecting rock, witli me had staid, 
The scattered flock regarding with an eye. 
That oft a smile had won from beauteous maid: 
An orb, that seem'd to read the thoughts that lie. 
The deepest in the breast, yet seax oh itself defy* 

CL 

^* With all this rant," he said, "I yet presume^ 
Few real Converts hath this Preacher made. 
Or ever will, by sermons fraught with gloom : 
In Tain for us hath Christ a ransom p€dd, 
If still is wretched man of God afraid. 
Despair, alas ! can ne'er to Heaven lead: 
That I'm at least a Deist would be ssdd. 
For thinking thus — How fortunate indeed ! 
We never need to man^ for final mercy plead."-** 

CIL 

** Men thus have oft been terra'd, the "best inspired, 
Devout and holy men thus oft assail'd, 
Who have with love to God, and man been fir'd, 
Those too, whose faith 'neath trials has not failed, 
Who at the stake and faggot have not quail'dj 
By mercy aided, have in triumph died, 
And Christ their Savior all exulting hail'd. 
But man for sway o er th' human mind has sighed, 
^Stit reehlesB of the meau^— HlViv^ m^ ^'^ ^"^xNwsSj*. 
ita'ed'^ ^ 
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cm. 

**And some, 'tis strange ! the preference give despair * 
T' effect their ends^From purest motives too, 
^hose I at least, mean not to question here, 
'Tis God must judge the heart — ^yet 'tis too true, 
They give to trembling man but sombre view. 
Of him who sent his only Son to save 
Our race from depths of woe ! There are a few, 
Correct the accusation is as grave! 
Who happiest are when they can make the wretched 
rave!" 

CIV, 

The Wanderer a moment paus'd, or two. 
Some painful thought had flashed across the brain ! 
And pallid was of his sad cheek the hue. 
Whilst curl'd his lip with somewhat of disdain. 
The theme he chang'd, nor turned to it again: 
** Those fair ones there !" he said, *' all vainly fly,** 
And as he spoke, a torrent pour'd the rain ; 
*' More beauteous one, has seldom met my eye, 
Than her who near us sat :'' he added with a sigh^ 

CV. 

In most respects his confidence I'd won, 
Some weeks before, and now i ask'd him, why 
He had not long ere this, selected one, 
Cheer'd by whose smiles, he could the world defy, 
And sooth'd by her caresses, cease to sigh 1 
Ah ! ne'er can I forget the look he gave, 
Unearthly quite \ the lustre of his eye, 
Jis he replied, nay almost seemed to ta^e, 
'^ Tho' 8eJ£sli oft is man — ^I'm uotsucYvaotrf^sjiw^V^ 
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*'Oh ! no 'twere base, 'twere something worse than base.^ 

^roni scenes of tranquil joy to tempt one now, 

I'll ne'er induce a beauteous one to trace 

With me life's desert wilds — I know not how. 

To play the Villain, thus — No one shall plough^ 

By me seduced, timers oft tempestuous sea : ^ 

Alone I'll brave its storms, whilst a% the prow, 

Of my sad bark, sits moody thought — For me, 

None such bright dreams remain : all's stern reaUty^ 

€VIT. 

** And yet methought ! aye ! 'twas a blisful dream'l 

I from my shatter'd bark last night with one, 
Whose smiles oft tranquil made life's troubl'd stream^ 

Had joyous landed on a shore, where shone 
The Sun of Truth — We wander'd there alone, 
:Saw the far distant waves by tempest beat. 

All brilliancy ! — There heard th' unearthly tone, 
•Of softest, seraph voice that seem*d to greet, 
"The landing on that happy soil of pilgrim feet," 

CYin. 

" 'Twas but a vision of the night, and past, 
As dreaims perhaps^ must overpass away; 
The happiest, but a moment seems to last, 
'The brightest, like the dazzling meteor's ray. 
Yet dreams like these assist us still to play 
Our part, altho' so oft, a painful part, 
"* Midst hfe'ssad troubled scenes^ and seeav^'^w^^^ 
Whilst we our aid, to science gWe, ox uxX^ 
Aad 'neutb approving siuiles, fctgeX «t\itoV^\i.\iS»aXi 

4* 
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*' And may we not too liope to dream ^way^ 

Our souls iuto eternity 1 may we, 

'Midst visions such as this, not find our way, 

To everlasting bliss ? may we not be. 

To brighter spheres in blest reality, 

Transferr'd, when we through trials here have paiil^ 

That fit us fi)r the vast fehcity, 

AssignM to chastenM man, when he has cast. 

The shroud of death aside, triumphantly at last! 

€X. 

** We notliing Itnow^ no one returns to tell. 

From that dread bourne, what 'tis indeed to die, 

*;riio' myriads still, on countless myriads swell« 

The spoiler's drear array — ^His ways defy 

Our strictest search — and ne'er to mortal eye, 

Will be «x}>laincd, the fijarfiil myi^ery— 

A'ay, is it not a fable deem'd by those, 

^Mio fools ! would into mysteries espy, 

<3'er which her veil, Truth still so wisely throws. 

That from the grave's embrace, the ^on of God arose f 

CXI, 

'* Fore'cr for fallen man, too deep, too higli 
The ways of Heaven — Oh ! let him humbly Igxeel, 
And thank the Deity, that to the eye 
Of mortals, he doth still no truth i^eveal. 
That does not lead to his eternal weak 
I'Ould he the secret trace beyond the tomb, 
7Vje fallen wreteh would sin without a^petiU 
Ij2 mercy 'tis, no ray illumes that gloom, 
'^ sjufuJ man Iximself had fixM liis ftaai ^UsotbCu'* 
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CXIL 

He paus'd, tkeii said—*' Was I what once Pve been^ 

Ere stem reality had frown'd, and fate 

Had thrown her withVing glance upon the scene, 

'Of ev'ryjoy, mayhap? — bnt 'tis too late, 

I'll not repine, bat yield me to the state, 

i feel >tfaat nought can change, sare death alone: 

My destiny forbids me now to mate, 

Tho' I could call the beauteous one mine own. 

Who smil'4 •n os to-day-— sucb hopes are all o^erthrowB. 

cxra, 

^* Ayel now tho' oft will inspiration g^ve. 

Such orbs of heaven's own serenest hue. 

Without love's smiling influence 1*11 live, 

And ne'er can know the blissful days I knew. 

When woman's love a charm o'er being thre^^ 

That made me deem my Heaven here below: 

Those days alas ! were short, and ah! how few! 

And now, tho* her soft smile a spell may throw. 

It breaks not that of death-^But stiiengthens that ^ wo^ 

CXIV. 

** And yet tlie angnish too! e'er I cotdd form ' 

Such sad resolve I— What torture of the mind, 

£ er all alone I could thus breast each storm. 

On life's %vild billows tost, and be resign'd. 

That none I should foriom, e'er seek to ftbid. 

Who'd share my grief, and soothe each mental throe, 

My aching head sustain, and cheering bind 

My temples when they throbb'd— «y^\ «a!lSMa%^^ 

Wkb me tbroag^ Aftiic's saaAp, ox TatsBs^^^'^^^^^^'^^ 
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^\ Yes, anguish 'twas ! for oft and oft again^ 

I've in my musings riveted utj sight. 

On smiling phantoms of th' excited brain. 

Which seemed to whisper me, that still I might 

Tind earthly hUss, then too, a thousand bright 

Anticipations, of I knew not what, 

Were conjured up — But Truth did fi-own, and bligltt 

My flowers, ere they bloom'd, and I forgot 

All, all, except my wayward fate, my cruel lot 

CXVI. 

'** Yes it was agony ! for I have had. 

Capacities for happiness, surpast 

JBy few, perhaps by none, and I am mad, 

Whene'er a retrospective view I cast. 

Or spite of me, wild mem'ry brings the past, 

To shew me all, aye ! all that I have lost :— 9- 

Then like the sea-boy on the quiv'ring mast, 

I've found my firmness would be empty boast, 

JOid not a whisper say, *^man never quit thy post«*^ 

CXVIL 

"** The scene will e'er long close : I have a feel. 
To warn me of th' approaching end design' d : 
Now through my veins the sluggish life drops steal. 
With icy coldness oft — and next they find. 
Like lava streams, their course — I am resigned, 
Nor unprepar'd to die— Some yet may learn 
Howe'er, who deem me oft bereft of mind, 1 
As wonns when trod upon will writhing turn, 
^ohe may 'hove them soai, whom tlaey ^omV^.^^o.^SN 
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cxvm. 

*' 'Twas strange coincidence !" he added then, 
*^ This tempest ! and the sermon here to day i 
Fine subject for the pencil or the pen ; 
I^U on it but a sonnet now essay ;'' 
And from his orbs there shot that vivid ray, 
"Which none mistake who genius by the eye 
Can trace, tho* humbly shrouded 'tis in clay ; 
He mus'd a moment then, with looks on high, 
And wrote the sonnet thus, concluding with a sigh^ 

THE SONNET. 

"^Twas silence all ! — save that the Preacher spokq. 
And to a cloud directs the sinner's eye, 
Bids him, who dares a jealous God provoke, 
By crimes, beware, lest in his sins he die — 
For refuge from the storm points to an oak. 
But tells him vainly from his God he'll fly- 
Behold ! — a flash of light has crush'd the tree! 
And God in thunder says, '* turn ye to me.' 



«> 



Aye ! sinful man ! the Thnnd'rer's language hear^ 
It tells you Earth no refuge has for crime. 
But that you outrage him, when you despair, 
Who'll mercy show in his own proper time- 
When sins, tho' red as scarlet, wash'd away. 
Each soul filiall heaven reach, and have eternal day. 

CXIX. 

/ Reader / here will bid thee now adiew^ 
Wene er shall meet agaiu for a\i^X. \\ai«^\ 
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Tho' neither may much care for that 'tis true, 
I'd wish, farewell* s a word so full of woe, . 
Thou ne^er may^st feel how much it may be so. 
But that a senseless wish would then be mines 
For if thou hast a heart, when to tlie foe. 
Some object well belov'd, thou must resign. 
The pan^s whida give it birth, must all alas! be th 

cxx. 

As Pilgrim 1 I will meet thee now no more : 
My stafii tho* not my pen, aside I throw, 
It had been well perhaps, had I before 
Thrown both aside — and sought to solace woe 
By other means — One better did I know. 
The time howe'er will come, aye ! come it must^ 
When other Pilgrims to my grave will go, 
And say, " whate'er his faults, it were but just. 
From Calumny to shield at least the Poet's dust.*' 
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NOTE TO IVth STANZA OF INTRODUCTION. 



« _—_ It doubtless will be said, 
" I have in all I write^myself in view." 

When it is recollected, that in the scene between Adam and Eve^ 
after the fatally tasted fruit, Milton is supposed to have had in 
view, his own disputes with his first wife, all subsequent Poets, 
I should perhaps say in fact, all writers of the imaginative class, 
may very well make up their minds, to have their readers, quite 
as busily engaged, in discerning resemblances, and coincidence*, 
** Noun smnmfi persuades f*^ says a celebrated French writer. " qtta 
les grands ecrirains ont mis Icur histoire duns leurs outrages. On 
ne paint bien que son propre capur, en VaUrUmant a tm ^utrCf et la 
meilleurc partie dugertie, se compose de souvenirs.^* 

The excessive absurdity, to which, in nine cases out of ten, this 
sort of gossip, for reasoning it can scarce be called, would lead us, 
may be exemplified by what the same author has said when com'? 
menting on those very justly celebrated lines of Racine, 

" Helas ! du crime affreux dont la honte me suit, 
Jamais mon triste ccBur rCa recueilli Ic fruit V* 

** II y a la dedans," says the author, ' du genie de CJtrisHanisme,* 
"un melange des sens, et de Tame, de Tespoir, et de fureur 
amoureuse, qui passe toute expression. Cette femme qui se con- 
solerait d^une etemite de souffrances si elle avait joui d^un instant dt 
honheur, cette femme n'est pas dans le caractere antique^ c'est la 
Chreticnne reprouvce. Cest la pecheresse tombee vivante entre les 
mains de Dieu — Son mot est lemot d'un damne /" In other words, 
and in plain English, if Mons. De 0\wL\.e«cJt>YVMvK% "«sjK\w«i'«Sfei«2»x^ 
cited ure correctj poor Racine muB\W\^>j^^u^\.\«».^V^^--^^^SB^' 
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self before he could thus have written the energetic s] 
Phedra, the concluding lines of which I have just quoti 
me be understood, however, explicitly to deprecate all ac 
for profanity, in thus expressing myself, which it is assi 
far from my wish to exhibit, as it is from a desire to spea 
pectfully of the celebrated French Dramatist. The sinj: 
such at least I take it to be, is, that after all our inquii>iti< 
disquiuitions upon the subject, the operations of the hum 
tellect remain, and will ever be a secret, from all but the ft 
or unfortunate possessor. How much more so the operatic 
mind, whose intellectual powers, (for purposes often to 
but dimly shadowed out,) enable him to soar as high al 
fellow mortals, as the author of Paradise Lost has done, 
thus ridiculously supposed to have introduced a ^^ curtain 
of modern times ! '* risum teneatisamid ? " into one of the mc 
^d efforts of genius, the world ever witnessed. 



NOTE TO STANZA IX. 



" The Statue was not spoilt — the snail but chang'd its 

A very civil acquaintance, without one word however t( 
the unkindness of the cut, told me once, that some of my 
^e Pilgnmage of Ormond, were, to use his own word, I 
It was in vain tliat I answered him, that mine was but i 
tion, and that I fancied parallel lines might be found in 
Harold. This, his very profound respect for the Lord 
would not allow him to admit, and *tis possible I was 
However that be, I hereby offer him a Shilling each, for all c 
the sort, against the Majesty of Rhythm, in the foregoing e 
twelve hundred lines, provided they are so decided to be, 1 
petent judges. He may possibly find this a more prol&tab 
uiation thax> publishing bis own lays.— 
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